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The Hands of Time Kept Us Apart 


Dave was a snooper. It was what he was good at. He had his nose in everything and anything. Whatever was 
going on at 606, chances were he'd know what it was. He also knew who was behind it, where they were from, 


what their previous projects had been, and what their favourite drink was. 


It didn't help that everyone knew that he snooped. Dave, for all his good intentions, wasn't very good at hiding 
his presence. A dirty coffee mug here. A forgotten guitar pick there. A set of keys in the bathroom. A pair of 
glasses on top of the mixing desk. A little pile of cookie crumbs on the glass table in reception He was a lousy 


snooper and he, as well as everyone else, knew it. 
Sitting in his office, Dave leaned against the wall with his good ear pressed to the bricks. Desperately he tried 
to listen in on the conversation that was happening on the other side of the wall, cursing himself for building 


such a well constructed studio. 


Alice in Chains were recording their new album and, Dave, well, Dave wanted in on the action. But he'd been 


banished and told not to interrupt them. 


But.. But. he'd protested Were friends! We're brothers in arms! | have to see them! 


Nope. No amount of pleading or begging or whining had worked. He'd been banished to his office and told not to 
go anywhere near the control room or studio. The band were paying for the time and didn't need interrupting 


by the Dave Grohl Show. 


So Dave had spent the past three weeks sulking in his office and snooping around. Of course the usual hints 
that his presence was in the building had turned up and the banishings had become more and more frequent. 


He was on his final warning, one more banishing and he wasn't allowed to even come and drive by the studio 


until the band had left. 


But Dave was determined. He was going to see them and hug them and hang out with them. Thats what they'd 


all done when they were younger and Dave wanted to relive those days, if only for a night. 
He waited. 

And waited. 

And waited a little longer. 


Finally, he heard the sounds of the studio's staff leaving. When the only thing left was the sound of a guitar 
softly being played, Dave got to his feet and made his move. 


The studio's control room was bathed in a soft light. Sitting on the couch, with a guitar nestled in his lap, was 
Jerry. Dave leaned against the door frame and smiled as he watched the other man pluck at the strings, 
completely lost in his own world. Long blonde hair spilled over his shoulders and he hadn't bothered to do much 
with his beard. Dave didn't blame him; he was the same when he was in the midst of recording, letting his 


facial hair grow out until he couldn't bear it any more. 
"Sounds great," he said softly as he stepped in to the room. 


The other man was snapped from his dream world, his eyes turning to look at Dave. As the shock wore off, a 
smile tugged at Jerry's lips. 


"Dave. Was wondering where you were." 


The dark haired man shrugged. "Got banished to my office. Apparently I'm too much of a hindrance. How did 
our studio manager put it?" He paused and looked at the ceiling. "Dave, your presence, whether intentional or 
not, can be counterproductive to the smooth running of this studio." He snickered and dropped himself to the 
couch beside Jerry. "Whatever that means." 


Jerry's eyes sparkled as Dave looked in to them and the other man reached out to rest a hand on Dave's knee. 


"Well, I'm glad you're here. At least for the moment." 


Just like old times, they fell in to an easy conversation They talked about the old days before moving to their 
current lives. Dave felt the other man's warmth and compassion pulling at his heart and, as he gazed deeper 


into Jerry's eyes, he found himself feeling something else entirely. 


Slowly the conversation faded away and Dave found himself continuing to look at the other man, taking in the 


way Jerry had aged. He still looked as beautiful as he had done all those years before. 
‘I've missed you," he finally said. 
Jerry smiled "Missed you, too." 


Tension, unseen yet very much present, crackled through the silence and Dave moved until their thighs were 


pressed together. 
"Okay?" the blonde man asked. 


Dave nodded before taking a deep breath. He leaned in pressed his lips gently to the other man's. When Jerry 
didn't pull back, Dave slid his hand in to the other man's hair and pulled him closer. 


"I've wanted to do this for so long," he murmured against the blonde’s lips. 

Hands tangled in his hair and and hardened fingernails gently scratched at his scalp making Dave purr softly. 
"When was the last time you were with a guy?" 

‘Couple of years ago." Dave sadly smiled in to the kiss. 

"When was the last time you came? Like really came, not just jerking off" 

He paused and allowed himself to fall deeper in to the moment. Jerry's mouth felt good against his own, the 
other man's beard tickling his cheeks. He could feel himself becoming aroused, his jeans tightening around his 
cock. 

"Year or more," Dave replied. 


One of Jerry's large, calloused hands crept from his head and down Dave's broad back. "Can | make you come?" 


His heart pounded as he paused. Pulling back, Dave looked in to the other man's eyes and seeing nothing but a 
serene happiness. Slowly he nodded before giving the other man another gentle kiss. 


Hands clasped his back, cradling him tight, as he was lowered to the couch. Instinctively, Dave spread his legs 
and invited the blonde man closer. Their lips met in a heated kiss and Dave draped his arms around Jerry's 


neck. Long hair spread over his chest and shoulders, cocooning him in a warm, blonde space. For a moment, 


Dave could lose himself, handing himself over the pleasure that began to course through his body. 


The two men began to move together, Dave's hips rolling up to meet Jerry's as their denim-clad erections 
rubbed against the other's. Quiet moans began to fall from Dave's lips and he arched his neck in order to 
deepen the kiss, his tongue flicking across the blonde man’s lips. He smiled when Jerry granted him access, 


electricity trembling over his flesh as the tips of their tongues met for the very first time. 


"Fuck, Grohl” The blonde man pulled back only to bury his head in Dave's shoulder. "If | knew you felt this good, 


I'd have done this years ago." 


Warm lips, plump and slick from the frenzied kisses, found his throat. They nibbled and kissed before Jerry 
licked along the pulsing vein beneath the skin. Dave moaned softly and pressed himself up against the blonde 
man. His body wanted release, demanded and needed it. It had been so long since someone had held him close 
and taken the time to tease him. His head swam and Dave could feel his vision coming and going as he fell 


deeper into Jerry's embrace. 
"Make me come," he murmured. "Just fuckin’ make me come. | need this." 


Kisses made their way along the shell of his ear. "I know you do. Just relax, okay? I'm gonna make you feel like 


a million bucks." 


Feeling another man's weight pressed against him was pushing Dave closer and closer to the edge. For so long, 
he'd focused on his life, and the lives of those around him. He'd neglected his own needs, the ones that pulled 
him closer to other people. And now someone had seen something in him and was determined to chase away 


that loneliness. 


Soft moans and sighs left his lips as they moved together, Jerry rocking against him as Dave pressed his hips 
up to the other man's. He could feel the blonde man's erection pressing against his own and, as his shoulders 


left the couch, strong arms wrapped around him and held him close. Tears sprang to Dave's eyes and he gave 


a choked sob. 
"It's okay," Jerry murmured. "It's okay. Let it all out. I've got you now. I'm gonna make you feel so good." 


Pleasure coursed through Dave, wrapping around him and warming his body. He trembled as their rocking 
intensified, his own arms tightening around Jerry. Soft kisses still danced along his throat and Dave could feel 
his orgasm growing over closer. The fabric of his jeans teased him, the rough denim rubbing against his 
sensitive flesh. Pulling Jerry's mouth closer to his throat, Dave gave a loud moan as his orgasm snapped 
through him, strings of warm semen soaking his pants and his cock pulsing against his stomach. The man in his 
arms continued to move, his own rocking becoming more frantic until, a heartbeat later, he joined Dave in the 


realms of heavenly bliss. 


For a while, they lay together, their bodies still slowly moving against the other man’s. Their arms were still 
wrapped around each other, their lips still finding one another in gentle kisses. Dave floated, happy and sated. 


‘I'd love to do that again," he finally said. 


Jerry whispered in his ear, "Yeah? Well, I'll be here tomorrow, and I'm gonna be here for the next four weeks. 


So how about, every evening, we meet up in here?" 

Cracking an eye open, Dave looked at the man in his arms. He stretched out a hand to stroke over Jerry's hair. 
"I'd like that," he replied. "I'd like that a lot" 

"And maybe we can see where it goes from there?" 


Dave's smile widened and he moved to press a kiss to the other man's head. "I'd especially like that.” 


